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ELEUTHERI A
by Gscar Wl de
SONNET TO LI BERTY

Not that | love thy children, whose dull eyes

See nothing save their own unl ovely woe,

Wiose ninds know not hi ng, nothing care to know, -

But that the roar of thy Denocracies,

Thy reigns of Terror, thy great Anarchies,

Mrror ny wldest passions like the sea,

And give ny rage a brother-! Liberty!

For his sake only do thy dissonant cries

Delight ny discreet soul, else might all kings

By bl oody knout or treacherous cannonades

Rob nations of their rights inviolate

And | remain unnoved- and yet, and yet,

These Christs that die upon the barricades,

God knows it | amwith them in sone things.
AVE | MPERATRI X

Set in this stornmy Northern sea,

Queen of these restless fields of tide,
Engl and! what shall nen say of thee,

Bef ore whose feet the worlds divide?

The earth, a brittle gl obe of glass,
Lies in the hollow of thy hand,

And through its heart of crystal pass,
Li ke shadows through a twlight |and,

The spears of crinson-suited war,

The long white-crested waves of fight,
And all the deadly fires which are

The torches of the lords of N ght.

The yel l ow | eopards, strained and | ean
The treacherous Russian knows so well,
Wth gaping bl ackened jaws are seen
Leap through the hail of screaning shell

The strong sea-lion of England s wars
Hath |l eft his sapphire cave of sea,

To battle with the stormthat mars
The star of England' s chivalry.

The brazen-throated clarion bl ows
Across the Pathan's reedy fen

And the high steeps of Indian snows
Shake to the tread of armed nen

And many an Af ghan chief, who lies
Beneath his cool ponegranate-trees,

Clutches his sword in fierce surmse
When on the nountai n-side he sees

The fleet-foot Marri scout, who cones
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To tell how he hath heard afar
The measured roll of English druns
Beat at the gates of Kandahar.

For southern wi nd and east w nd neet

Wiere, girt and crowned by sword and fire,
Engl and with bare and bl oody feet

Cinbs the steep road of wide enpire.

O |l onely Hi mal ayan hei ght,
Gray pillar of the Indian sky,

Wiere saw st thou last in clanging fight,
Qur wi nged dogs of Victory?

The al nond groves of Samarcand,
Bokhara, where red lilies blow,
And Oxus, by whose yel | ow sand
The grave white-turbaned nerchants go:

And on fromthence to |spahan,
The gil ded garden of the sun,

Whence the | ong dusty caravan
Brings cedar and vermlion;

And that dread city of Cabool
Set at the mountain's scarped feet,
Whose narbl e tanks are ever full
Wth water for the noon-day heat:

Wiere through the narrow strai ght Bazaar
Alittle maid Circassian

Is led, a present fromthe Czar
Unto sone old and bearded khan, -

Here have our wild war-eagles flown,
And flapped wide wings in fiery fight;
But the sad dove, that sits al one
I n Engl and- she hath no delight.

In vain the laughing girl will |ean
To greet her love with love-lit eyes:
Down in some treacherous black ravine,
Clutching his flag, the dead boy Iies.

And many a nmoon and sun will see
The lingering wistful children wait
To clinb upon their father's knee;
And in each house nade desol ate

Pal e wormren who have lost their |ord
W1l kiss the relics of the slain-
Sone tarni shed epaul et- sonme sword-
Poor toys to soot he such angui shed pai n.

For not in quiet English fields
Are these, our brothers, laid to rest.
Wiere we night deck their broken shields
Wth all the flowers the dead | ove best.

For some are by the Delhi walls,



And many in the Afghan |and,
And many where the Ganges falls
Through seven nouths of shifting sand.

And sone in Russian waters lie,

And others in the seas which are
The portals to the East, or by

The wi nd- swept hei ghts of Trafal gar.

O wandering graves! O restless sleep
O silence of the sunless day!
O still ravinel O storny deep
G ve up your prey! Gve up your prey!

And t hou whose wounds are never heal ed,
Whose weary race i s never won,

O CGomwel | 's Engl and! nust thou yield
For every inch of ground a son?

Go! crown with thorns thy gol d-crowned head,
Change thy glad song to song of pain;

Wnd and wild wave have got thy dead,
And will not yield them back again.

Wave and wild wind and foreign shore
Possess the flower of English |and-

Li ps that thy lips shall kiss no nore,
Hands that shall never clasp thy hand.

What profit now that we have bound

The whol e round world with net of gold,
I f hidden in our heart is found

The care that groweth never ol d?

What profit that our galleys ride,
Pi ne-forest-1like, on every nain?

Ruin and weck are at our side,
Gimwarders of the House of pain.

Where are the brave, the strong, the fleet
Wiere is our English chivalry?

WId grasses are their burial -sheet,
And sobbi ng waves their threnody.

O I oved ones lying far away,

What word of |ove can dead |ips send!
O wasted dust! O sensel ess cl ay!

Is this the end! is this the end!

Peace, peace! we wong the noble dead
To vex their solem sl unber so:

Though childl ess, and with thorn-crowned head,
Up the steep road nust England go,

Yet when this fiery web is spun
Her wat chnmen shall decry fromfar
The young Republic Iike a sun
Ri se fromthese crinson seas of war.
TO MLTON



Mlton! | think thy spirit hath passed away
Fromthese white cliffs, and high enbattl ed-towers
Thi s gorgeous fiery-colored world of ours

Seens fallen into ashes dull and gray,

And the age changed unto a nimc play,

Wierein we waste our el se too-crowded hours:
For all our ponp and pageantry and powers

W are but fit to delve the conmon cl ay,

Seeing this little isle on which we stand,
This England, this sea-lion of the sea,

By ignorant demagogues is held in fee,

Wio | ove her not: Dear God! is this the |land
Whi ch bare a triple enpire in her hand
When Cromwel | spake the word Denocracy!

LOU S NAPOLEON

Eagl e of Austerlitz! where were thy wings
When far away upon a barbarous strand,
In fight unequal, by an obscure hand,

Fell the last scion of thy brood of Kings!

Poor boy! thou wilt not flaunt thy cloak of red,
Nor ride in state through Paris in the van
O thy returning | egions, but instead

Thy not her France, free and republican

Shall on thy dead and crownl ess forehead pl ace
The better laurels of a soldier's crown,
That not di shonored should thy soul go down
To tell the mighty Sire of thy race

That France hath kissed the nmouth of Liberty,
And found it sweeter than his honeyed bees,
And that the giant wave Denocracy
Breaks on the shores where Kings |ay couched at ease.
SONNET

On the Massacre of the Christians in Bulgaria.

Christ, dost Thou live indeed? or are Thy bones
Still straightened in their rock-hewn sepul chre?
And was Thy Rising only dreamed by her
Wiose | ove of Thee for all her sin atones?
For here the air is horrid with nmen's groans,
The priests who call upon Thy nane are sl ain,
Dost Thou not hear the bitter wail of pain
From t hose whose children Iie upon the stones?
Conme down, O Son of God! incestuous gl oom
Curtains the land, and through the starless night
Over Thy Cross the Crescent noon | seel!l
If Thou in very truth didst burst the tonb
Cone down, O Son of Man! and show Thy ni ght
Lest Mahonet be crowned instead of Thee!

QUANTUM MUTATA

There was a tine in Europe |ong ago,
When no nman died for freedom anywhere
But England's lion leaping fromits lair
Laid hands on the oppressor! it was so
Whi |l e Engl and could a great Republic show



Wtness the men of Piednont, chiefest care
O Cromwel |, when with inpotent despair
The Pontiff in his painted portico
Trenbl ed before our stern enbassadors.
How conmes it then that from such high estate
W have thus fallen, save that Luxury
Wth barren merchandi se piles up the gate
Wiere nobl er thoughts and deeds shoul d enter by:
El se might we still be MIton's heritors.
LI BERTATI S SACRA FAMES

Al beit nurtured in denocracy,
And liking best that state republican
Wiere every man is Kinglike and no man
I s crowned above his fellows, yet | see
Spite of this nodern fret for Liberty,
Better the rule of One, whom all obey,
Than to | et clanorous denagogues betray
Qur freedomw th the kiss of anarchy.
Wherefore | | ove them not whose hands profane
Plant the red flag upon the piled-up street
For no right cause, beneath whose ignorant reign
Arts, Culture, Reverence, Honor, all things fade,
Save Treason and t he dagger of her trade,
And Murder with his silent bloody feet.
THEORETI KOS

This mighty enpire hath but feet of clay;
O all its ancient chivalry and ni ght
Qur little island is forsaken quite:

Sonme eneny hath stolen its crown of bay,

And fromits hills that voice hath passed away
Whi ch spake of Freedom O cone out of it,
Come out of it, my Soul, thou art not fit

For this vile traffic-house, where day by day
W sdom and reverence are sold at nart,

And the rude people rage with ignorant cries

Agai nst an heritage of centuries.

It mars ny calm wherefore in dreans of Art
And loftiest culture | would stand apart,
Neit her for God, nor for His enenies.

THE END
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